Radha's Desires

Morning

The shades of night have fled to their dark caves

And the sweet songs of birds welcome the morn

And lo ! the milkmen have milked all their cows

And tied with ropes the young unwilling calves.

Look how he drives the cattle-rows

Before and he follows !

Ware I that yonder cow, with crooked horn, O

were I she

From dawn to dusk would he have tended me.
How when I fondly licked his body, would
Have fondled my neck and caressed I
On my raised face his fair lips would have pressed
Were 1 that yondsr cow, how good, how good !

Noon

The mid-day sun is burning hot on high.
And lo ! The grazing cows have all their

meadows left

To repose under tree-shades standing nigh
Chewing the oft chewn cud and grassy tuft.
Look! how he sleeps upon the bunyan tree
After his mid-day meal, and see
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